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=N the Decifion of that imi 
portant Question, What i¥ 
firongeft ? which we read 
<cy4\) Of, in the Sacred Writings, 

a ee tt LOVE, and DEAT 
yee it ftand our, diftinguifh'de 
And two of my Correfpon? 
dents have given me. aft 
Opportunity of placing bot: 
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none = full View, near one ano- 
ion, which, like the Contrafte, obferv’d 
in the Poetry, or Painting, of Judicious Mafters, fers 
off, and throws forward, every Object, by its 
OPPOSITE; and rounds, and raifes, to the Eye, 
what (without fuch artful Difpofition) might be 
loft ; and lie tco flat, to catch the Notice of a flight 


Remarker. 


1 SHALE introduce the Lover’s Letter by 2 Re- 
flection, concerning the Impoffibilicy of deferibing 
Love, and the Benefits, which Society owes this Paf- 
fion; from a Poetical PICTURE of it, which I 
have more than once, made mention of, in the Courfe 


_of thefe Papers. — 


The rougheft Paffiors gently learn to move, 

And Savage Hearts are humaniz'd, ty Love : 
Love, in a Chain of Converfe, bound Mankird, 
And polith’d, and awak’d, the rugged Minod. 
Pity, Truth, Fustice, Opennefs of Heart, 

Courage, Politenc/s, ait gm and Art ; 

That generous Fire, with which Ambition flames ! 
And ail th’ vnfleeping Soul's Divinefi Aims: 
Touch'd, by 2 Beam from Love, burn up, more, bright ; 
Proud of the godlike Power te give Delight ! 


Thus, have I vainly try'd, with Strokes too faint, 
Love, ix. his known, and outward Marks, to paint : 
Forgetful, that, of old, they veil’d his Face ; 

And, wifely, cover’d, what they cou'd not trace. 


Lovely Creator of my Soul's foft Pain ! 
Pity the Pencil, that afpires in vain, 
Vers'd in Love's Pangs, and taught bis Pow'r, by you, 
Skill’d, I prefum'd, that what I felt, I drew : 
But 1 have err’'d — and, with delirious Aim, 
Wo''d picture MOTION, and imprifon FLAME! 
He, who.can Light ning’s FLASH zo Colours bind, 
May paint Love's Influence, on the Lover's Mind. 


[ Price Two Pence. ] 
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AEP SW We eee Ee OO siecicamnuiantte* 
herrea ane, eegregeeeeeen fens 
Toth Prain-DEALER. > 
SIR, 


¥YV ER fince you have obliged the World with 
‘4 your Paper, i have taken a great deal of Plea-. 

fure, in reading it; {uch juft Sentiments, and 
your peculiar Adethod of Plain Dealing, muft charm 
the Intelligent, and give Satisfaction to every onc, 


whe is ible of Tendernefs, and Good Nature. 


“ AMONG the Subjects, which you have cur- 
forily touch’d on, LO VE, that Heavenly Pasion; 
(norwithftanding your grand Climaéeric) feems to 
claim a confiderable Share in your Compofition ; 
elfe, how could you fo tenderly exprefs your felf 
concerning the Affair of Lucinda ? With what En- 
ergy did you Difcourfe! Humanity appear’d in eve- 
ry Word, and I believe it impoffible for the moft 
Ardent LOVER, to {peak of Love, with greater 
Emotion, than you did in that Beautiful PL AJN 
DEALER, 


‘I HAVE for fome time been in Love,-with a 
Woman, invefted with all the Graces which accom- 
plifh the Sex ; And, as I am entirely devoted to 
thar Pailion, when I read that Paper, of Lucinda, I 
felt within me fomething new, Thatargued ftill, for 
Lieve; fomething, fo natural, fo moving! that it 
was impoflible for one, in my Circumftance, to 
withftand it, The Opinion I had already conceiv’d 
of my Beautiful Difturber, heighten’d by a growing 
and vertuons Pafflion, made me a thoufand times 
delight my felf with an Imagination, that my Emilia 
refembled Lucinda! The Love I bear this moft agree- 
able Woman, has fo deeply rooted ir felf in my 
Heart, that neither Time, nor Accident, can eradi- 
cate it. — All my Thoughts cenrer in her, and 
when abfent from her, 1 have. loft the Soul, that 
animates my Life, and my Mind is as effectually 
Dead, as my Body will be, when / am no more, and 
fhall have learnt the Power of forgetting her. 


‘ MY Paffion for this dear Creature has been fome- 
time Dormant : About two Years ago, my Affairs 
obliged me to go Abroad, when our Acquaintance 
was but little cultivated; yer, an Infant Patfion, 
even then made me folely ber Admirer : Such Beauty, 
Good- Nature, Wit, and lively Convefation, as are 
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* rarely to be met with in one Perfon, fo captivated 
me, that I conld think of nothing bur the dear 
Emilia. — When I return’d Home, my Paifion 
encreafed daily, infomuch, that at this Time I am 
a Stranger to every thing, in the World, bur Love, 
and Emilia! withour her, I fhall be the moft un. 
happy Man alive. —I dread the Thoughts of ber 
being unkind, and Heaven grant, they may be 
ground!efs'— Ihave deciar’d my Paifion to ber, and, 
if J don’t flatter my felf, fhe appears to have tome 
regard for me ; this you willreadily conclude gives 
me Hope ; bat, alas! 1 fear coo, or I thoud be no 
Lover 
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* OUR Circumftances are very different, and we 
feem in this Cafe only, to be Dijfident in one ano- 
ther ; As for my Part, a genteel Employment is the 
only Fortune I have to truft to, and therefore, ac- 
cording to the laudable Cuftom of Bargain and 
Sale, in the Affair of Marriage, I am afraid [ have 
roo little Plea that Way ; yet, fhe is entirely at her 
own Difpofal, and can, without asking any Body 
Leave, make me the happieft Man on Earth, Dear 
Mr. Plain Dealer, as you have been an Advocate for 
Lucinda, | beg a little of your Affiftance ; What 
muft I do? without her I am inevitably loft, and 
am afraid it may be fo, if you don’t intervene with 
your good Advice; I beg you to publifh this, in 
your next ; it may have fome Effe& on the dear 
Emilia: 1 am almoft perfwaded fhe does not hate 
me; And, yet when I reflect on the mercenary Ways 
of the World, T am plung’d into the urmo De/pair. 
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* SIR, As you are a Man of Reafon; make nor 
light of my Condition, but exert your felf to a/i/t 
me ; Lam afraid { have exceeded the Bounds of a 
Letter, pray correct the Miftakes in Senfe. 1 forget 
every Thing but the dear Emilia. — Angels prote 
her, and Make her kind ! Your Advice, how to pro- 
ceed, will be very grateful, and your publifhing 
This, fave mea great deal of Confufion: For fhe 
will know it comes from me, by a Declaration in 
it, which none elfe can perceive. 
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I am, 
SIR, | 
Your éonftant Reader; 


and bumble Servant, 


C. K. 


TY HERE is no Spectacle, more profitably terrible, 
than that of a Man, who lies, expsring his. Soul, 
on his Death-Bed. — To fee how the Spirits fhrink 
inward, and retire to the Heart; which is beating 
with convulfive Anguifh ! while the Hands and Feet, 
its moft +emote Dependancies, are firft incolden’d to a 
fafbioned Clay, as if Death crept in at the Nails, and 
wou'd, by Surprize, from both Extreams, make {ure 
of the vital Center. 


THE Mind would fain utter it felf, bur the Or- 
gans of the Voice tare fo debilitated, that it cannot. 
The Eyes now fertle to a dim Fixednefs ; which but a 
little before, were as fwift as the Shoots of Light- 
ning, as nimble as Thought, and as bright as the po- 
lith’d Diamond! The Countenance (through which per- 
haps there fhined a lovely Majefty, even to the Capti- 
vating of admiring Souls) is altered into frightful 
Palenefi, and the Langour of a ghaftly Stilinefe. —_ 
The Tongue is filent, which commanded a Family, 
nay, perhaps a Kingdom; and kept every Thing in 
Awe, with the Importance of its Motion. — The Form 
that was, Yefterday, fo graceful, is now become a 
Thing fo fall of Horror, that Children are afraid to 
look upon ir; and muft, ctherefere, be tranfmitted 
from its Pleafures, and its Paffions, — from all the 
Scenes of its inchanting Blandifhments, to a dark and 
Gilent Grave. | 


THERE is even the Difference of two feveral 
Wolds, betwixt a King, enamei'd with his Robes 
and Jewels, fitting inthron’d in bis Imperial State ; 
and his Pofture, Figure, and Condition when 
confign’d to his Six Foot of Royalty, to his Box of 
everiafting Obfcurity, And yet this Change is with- 
out any vifible, fubftantial, Diminution: Allthe Limbs 
remain perfect, as they were, without Diflocation, or 
Contraction. — Whence Sca‘iger defines Death to be 
bur the CefJation cf the Soul's Fun&ions: Asif it were 
rather a Reftraint, than a Diffolution, What feems 
wanting, is chiefly Colour, Heat, and Motion 5 yet, 
that grofs Object, which is left to the Spectator’s Eyes, 
remains now bur a Compound of the two ignobler 
Elements, Water and Earth; while the two purer, Fire 
and Air, are winged away, as fitrer Attendants on the 
Soul, than on the extinguifh’d Body, 


WHEN this happens to one, whofe Converfa- 
tion hath indeared him to us, when we fee his Eyes 


put on Death, and hear the tofing Bell give publick 


Notice of it, what Soul can then lofe a Thought on 
the fugitive Joys of Pleafure ! Whata Bubble, what 
a Puff, what a Wink of Life is Man! And with 
whaca general, and fure, Succefs, does Death ftand 
over Humane Nature, always /friking, here and 
there, and exercifing an unbounded Triumph! 


I have, lately, from fuch a Sight as This, learnt 
both Humility, and Elevation: — The One, to lower 
my Efteem of a Bedy, which muft, one Day, perifh 
in unlovely Rottenne/s.— The other, to Reverence a 
Soul, which after having liv’d here but as a Sojourner, 
reafcends, when its Houfe of Flefh is demolifh’d, 
witha Vigour as unreftrain’d, and an Effence as refin’d 
and glorious, as the un-embodied, and coeleftial, Angels. 


Mr, PLAIN-DEALER, 


E you think thefe few foregoing Hints of mine worthy 
to fill up a Corner of your Paper by incerting them, 
you will oblige your conftant Reader, 


ss 
faner-Tem ae Autus Martius. 
THERE are Defcriptions in Spencer’s Writings) 
much more bold, and ftrongly figur'd, than thofe of 
almoft any other Poet, Antient, or Modern ; His Fancy 
was quick, penetrating, vaft! and his Conceptions fo 
clearly poffefs'd, that he feems to have embodied his 
Idea’s ; and, given us, inftead of his Thoughes, the 
very Subftance of the Things he ¢houghe of.—There is, 
in his Works, an Jmage of DEATH (o dreadfully 
drawn, and painted in fuch glowing Colours, that (hav. 
ing got it by Heart, when I was a Boy) it made fo 
lively an Impreffion on me, that I never fail’d for 
a long time after, to fee it, at, my Bed’s Foor as foon 
as the Candle was carried out of the Room—and met 
it, in every Churchyard, I pafs’d over, after Sunfet. 


Death, with a Bow, in his left Hand, was feen, 

And his long Arrows, flanting from his Side ; 

All, naked, dange'rous, and deadly keen: — 

With Feathers, in the Blood of Millions died, 

Such the fierce Indians in their Quivers, bide ! 

Thefe be fhot, carelefs ; ever, changing Places 

Strait, to what Mark fo-e're he next him {py'd : 

Nor was there Pow'er in Art, to fhun bis Chafe; 

Or cure ¢b' eternal Wounds, be makes in Human 
(Race. 

4s pale, and wan, as Afhes, was bis Look, 

His Body lean, and meagre, as a Rake ; 

Shrank was his Skin, like a dry, wither'd, Root: 

Cold to the Touch ; and dreary, as 4 Snake! 

Thin, 43 the quivering Air, he feem’d to fhake! 

His Drefs was Canvas, ftrain'd, and girded, tight, 

With an uncomely Belt, of twifted Brake. ! 

And, on bis Head, he wore a Helmet light, 

Made of a Dead Man's Scull, 4 range, and ghaftly, 
Sight | 
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